THE WAR AND AFTER
said. "Out of the question/* he said, "they're shoot-
ing there/' I looked at the square and saw that they
were shooting from both sides. On one side the
Bolshevists had occupied the theatre; Kerensky's
soldiers were holding the other side, and both
parties were shooting with rifles and machine-guns.
The officer advised me to go to the Metropole. I
went. A man was hurrying along in front of me and
slipped in through the great doors which were
opened for him. It was the Hotel Metropole. I
tried to slip in after him, but they slammed the
doors in my face. So I knocked at them and called:
"What are you doing? Open the door!" "Are you
staying here?" the porter called back, "we can't
let you in otherwise. We're all booked up." I didn't
want to tell a lie, so I shouted at him: "Don't be a
fool, and let me in!" He stopped talking and let
me in.
The Hotel Metropole was a huge hotel de luxe
for foreigners and rich people who came to Moscow
to go on the razzle. At that moment it held, including
the staff, about five hundred people. In the attic of
the hotel were about fifty of Kerensky's cadets,
who were shooting down on "the Bolshevists, and
the Bolshevists in the theatre were shooting back
at them. When I got inside the hotel the manager,
or whoever he was, came up to me and said "You
must leave here. We've no room for you, and we